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First news of the week 
—the £1,000 competition I told 
you about last issue. The 
competition is on another page, 
but I'd like to tell you what the 
first prize is. It’s a great, all-in 
holiday at Butlin’s! 

Not just for you. But for 
your mum and dad too. And a 
brother or sister! 

This fabulous fortnight for 
four will give you the run of a 
holiday camp and all its facilit- 
ies. Theatre shows . . . special 
entertainments . . . indoor and 
outdoor games. All on the 
spot. And all for you... if you 
win. Details are on page 11. 

GOOD LUCK! 


ELLO THERE, 
Glad you’ve tuned in 





CURRENT series of The Rat 
Catchers on ITV is certainly 
something to brighten up the 
drab winter months. The cast 
travelled thousands of miles to 
find excitement in the sun. If 
you were an actor—or writer, 
director, cameraman, contin- 
uity or make-up girl—with The 
Rat Catchers, you'd have visited 
places like Vienna, Dubrovnik, 
Madeira, Amsterdam and 
Greece! 


HOLY BROKEN BONES! 
That's a favourite expression of 
the Boy Wonder. Not that 
Robin ever breaks his bones. . . 

But Burt Ward, the 21-year- 
old actor who plays the role on 
TV, could break other people’s 
... if he wanted, that is. 
Besides being a top-class athlete 
and wrestler, he is also a brown 
belt in karate—the Oriental 
sport with lethal chops and 
kicks. 
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Incidentally, Burt is planning 
on buying a new car. But not 
one like the mighty Batmobile. 
A Mini! 


Boy, up from the country: 
Isn’t this electric cooker won- 
derful? 

Aunt: Why? 

Boy: Well, I’ve been here a 
month and it hasn’t gone out 


QUESTION for car spotters: 
What cars do John Steed and 
Emma Peel drive in the new 
Avengers series on ITV? 






. 
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mercially, others belong 
Score 20 for spotting one. 





Answer: Steed drives a 1929, 
6-litre Green Label Bentley in 
British racing green, and Emma 
has a powder-blue Lotus Elan. 

Incidentally, have you noticed 
that Steed’s flat has had a face 
lift? It’s pine-panelled now. 
And have you spotted the 18th 
century porter’s chair let into 
the wall near the hall door? 


Father to son: How many 
million times have I told you 
to stop exaggerating? 


ISAY... 

“I was worried about my 
homework, but she’s apples.” 

This week’s slang phrase is 
she’s apples. It’s a term of re- 
assurance about anything. 

Now here is a more widely- 
used phase: “the crux of the 
matter.” 


TY Tornado, $ 
High Holborn House, 
52/54, High Holborn, 
London, WCI. t 

It is often misused to mean 
“the important part of”. In 
fact it means puzzling, difficult 
to explain. 


TALKING to Paul Jones, 
the ex-Manfred Mann singer 
who is now a solo artist and 
film actor. I learned that he 
has a love of old things. 

He owns a 1932 Austin car, 
lives in a house built in 1790 
and collects junk in the hope 
that it may turn out to be 
antique pottery and porcelain. 









WHY DON'T YOu 
ADMIT IT, SMITH? 
YOU HAVEN’T A 
CLUE 





“I'M A TRAITOR,” admits 
Bernard Youens, who plays 
Stan Ogden in Coronation 
Street. 

“There I am, every Saturday, 
yelling my head off for Man- 
chester City—and in the series 
they have made mea Manchester 
United supporter. To make it 
worse, I have to call City some 
terrible names!” 
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cushion of air. Some are now plying com- 


@ Jn London it’s not unusual to 


= see a star of stage, films or TV 


Se in the street. Score five—but 
double that if you can name the 
face. Double again out of town. 


to the Forces. 
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pool of acid reached their 
nostrils where they lay 
bound to the moving plat- 
form that was slowly taking 
them to the edge of the pit 

‘*Pure sulphuric acid, 
Robin,” Batman muttered. 
“This looks like the end. 
Sorry, old chum.” 

The Penguin’s evil eye glared 
at them through his monocle 
and he flicked the ash from the 
cigarette in its long holder over 
their faces. 

“And so, my fine, caped 
friends,” he gloated, “it comes 
to this, an ending in the 
corrosive acid bath. You arrive 
at the end of the journey in 
just 60 minutes and then you 
will topple into the acid. It will 
be a slow death and I promise 
myself I will be back in time to 
witness the end. 

“We go now to the Gotham 
City Safe Deposit Vaults, where 
they tell me a case.containing a 
million dollars’ worth of the 
rarest stamps in the world has 
been deposited. I know many 
wealthy collectors who will 
give me my own price for those 
stamps. Now, Shark, my hairy 
henchman, and Octopus, my 
menacing minion, to business.” 

The sound of his fiendish 
glee died away and the Dynamic 
Duo were left alone in the 
cavern. 

“It’s not over yet, Batman,” 


Fe from the smoking 


muttered Robin fiercely. “I've 
got the miniature laser in my 
pocket. If only I can get one 
hand partly free. Holy clock- 
work, but it hurts! These steel 
bands cut like razors.” 
Batman turned his head to- 
wards the Boy Wonder but did 
not speak for he could see that 
Robin was trying to get one 
hand loose from the steel 
bands. Robin grunted and 
groaned, then gave a cry of 
triumph. The hand he held up 
was bleeding from the cut skin 
but it held the small laser pistol. 


METAL SMOKED 


“1 LL cut yours first, Batman,” 
Boy Wonder crowed. “Then 
you can release me.” 

The beam of blinding light 
played on the steel bands 
securing Batman’s right wrist 
and the metal smoked as the 
light-assisted heat-ray ate 
through the highly tempered 
steel. Batman raised his right 
wrist and flexed the muscles to 
free them from the stiffness. 
Then he took the laser gun 


© 1967 by National Periodical Publications Inc. All rights reserved. 


from Robin's bleeding hand 
and in five minutes both were 
free. 

“No time to waste now, Boy 
Wonder,” Batman snapped. 
“To the Batmobile!” 

They raced for the steel door- 
way of the cave and into the 
open air. The Batmobile was 
still where they had left it when 
they had trailed the Penguin 
and his loathsome henchmen 
to the hideaway. Each leaped 
to his seat. 

“Atomic batteries to power,” 
Robin sang out and the great 
car woke into thunderous life. 
“Turbines to speed,” he jerked, 
tripping ano.her switch and the 
great car roared away up the 
road towards Gotham City. 

Batman picked up the Bat- 
phone. First he called the 
manager of the Gotham City 
Safe Deposit vaults and made 
certain suggestions to the 
startled man. Then he pressed 
the button that would connect 
the Batmobile to the office of 
the Commissioner. 

“Thank heavens you called, 
Batman,” came the agitated 


The Penguin arranges for Batman and Robin to take 
a bath—in a pool of deadly, smoking, sulphuric acid! 






voice of the Commissioner. 
“The Penguin has been spotted, 
with a squad of his minions. 
We don’t know what they are 
up to but ” 

“We do, Commissioner,” 
barked Batman. “Now, listen, 
sir. Don’t use my name when 
you reply. Send a squad of men 
with Chief O’Hara to the 
Gotham City Safety Deposit 
Vaults. We're on our way there 
right now.” 


CROSSED LINE 


BLOODCURLING cackle 

cut across his voice. “Who- 
ever you are my unknown 
informer, you are too late. I 
am entering the vaults and 
when your precious Chief 
O'Hara arrives he will find 
that the bird has flown. Hee! 
Hee! The penguin is a bird 
which does not fly. But under 
his wing, this Penguin will have 
a million dollars’ worth of little 
bits of coloured paper. 

“Now, Commissioner, it 
must be goodbye. I have the 
death agonies of two of my 
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favourite enemies to attend, I 
should hate to arrive too late 
and find them dissolving into 
tears, Hee! Hee! I mean 
corrosive acid!” 

The Batphone went dead and 
Batman replaced it thought- 
fully. “The Penguin didn’t 
know it was you!” said Robin 
excitedly. “He couldn't have 
heard your voice, Batman!” 

“Good thinking, Robin,’ 
Batman said broodingly. “He 
must have cut across our talk 
just after I told the Com- 
missioner not to use my name. 
We've got to assume the Pen- 
guin thinks we are still in the 
cavern and that he has cracked 
his crib and got away with the 
loot. What's the answer, 
Robin?” 

“Why, back to the cavern, 
of course, Batman,” laughed 
Robin. 


THE HIDEAWAY 


“EXACTLY,’’ Batman 
grinned. “But, first...” and 
he pressed the scrambler button 
and lifted the Batphone again. 
“Commissioner Gordon,” he 
said, “this is Batman and 
Robin. We are on scrambler so 
all is clear. Have you anything 
to report, sir?” 

“By Heavens, yes, Batman,” 
groaned Commissioner 
Gordon. “Chief O'Hara has 
reported back. A hole as big as 
a tank was blown in the side of 
the Safe Deposit Vaults. A 
priceless collection of postage 
stamps has been stolen. And 
we know that it was the Penguin 
who stole them.” 

“And we know where the 
Penguinis heading, sir,” Batman 
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laughed.*‘Turnpike Three, 
about 10 miles east of Gotham 
City, near an old slate quarry 
and inside a clump of trees. 
Your men can follow us up. 
It'll all be over when they 
arrive.” 

“Batman,” breathed the 
Commissioner into his Bat- 
phone. “Without you and the 
Boy Wonder, I don’t know 
what we'd do.” 

“Goodbye, Commissioner,” 
Batman chuckled and he hung 
up the Batphone. 

They left the Batmobile in 
the same hiding place as before 
and raced for the secret entrance 
to the Penguin’s cavern. Inside 
once more, they closed the steel 
door and ran down the winding 
stairway cut through the rock. 
The Penguin and his goons had 
not yet arrived. 

Batman looked keenly at the 
moving platform and saw that 
the empty steel shackles which 
had secured them were now 
much closer to the edge of the 
pit of acid. 
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“Lie down exactly as we 
were before, Boy Wonder. 
We'll put the steel straps over 
our wrists and ankles. And 
wait.” 

The seconds and the minutes 
passed on leaden wings as they 
lay there waiting. The acrid 
smell from the pit almost over- 
coming them, they stared at the 
distant rocky ceiling in silence, 
their ears straining. 


SHEER HATRED 


“HERE they come, Robin,” 
hissed Batman as they 
heard footsteps scraping on the 
rocky floor outside the door- 
way. Weapons ready!” 

With a fiendish laugh, the 
Penguin waddled from the 
doorway over to where his 
victims lay on the slowly moving 
platform in the dim lights. 

“Tt was kind of you to wait,” 
he cackled. “I would have been 
so annoyed if you had made 
your exits before I returned.” 

“You fiend, Penguin,” hissed 


Robin. “You'll never get away 
with this. Chief O'Hara and 
his men_will be along any 
minute. They'll rescue us and 
foil your nefarious schemes.” 

The Penguin sniggered again 
and waddled closer. Shark was 
with him and the thug crept 
close behind his master. Once 
more the Penguin flicked the 
ash from his cigarette over their 
unflinching faces. 

“Chief O'Hara, you say,” 
smirked the Penguin. “I am 
surprised at you, my Dynamic 
Duo. You do me less than 
justice, When I returned I 
activated an electronic screen 
round the entrance. They will 
find it very difficult to get close 
to the steel door. But enough. 
The climax of my enterprise 
draws near. You see this case, 
Caped Crusader?” 

He held up a black wooden 
case. “There is a million dollars’ 
worth of rare postage stamps 
inside here, my brave Dynamic 
Duo.” 

“Master,” came from Shark, 
at his elbow. “You must hurry. 
There is very little time—” 

The Penguin turned and 
slashed at the goon with his 


% 

FAMOUS HKSTS| 
@ First man to break the 
“four-minute barrier” for 
the mile run was Dr Roger 
Bannister who clocked 
3 mins, 59.4 secs at Oxford 
in 1954. 


@ First successful appen- 
dix operation on record 
was performed in 1736 by 
Claudius Amyand, surgeon 
to George II. 





cane. “Silence, animal,” he 
raged. “One more word and 
you go into the acid yourself!” 

He waddled up and down 
alongside the platform, his evil 
eye glinting through his 





















UNDER FLAG RANK 


NAVAL BUTTONS 


COLLECTORS’ CORNER; 


The Collection of Buttons 





FLAG RANK 





DIFFERENT and reward- 
ing hobby. Buttons were 
used fairly extensively in the 
Middle Ages but from then 
until the end of the 17th 
century, tags and laces were 
preferred. 








IAMONDS, cut-steel, 
brass, silver, porcelain, 
cloth . . . buttons were made 
from all these. And as buttons 
are almost indestructible they 
are not difficult to obtain. 
Specialise in a period. Or in 
regimental buttons. 



















NEXT WEEK: The Dynamic Duo face the cruel claws of a feline felon —the Cat Woman! 
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monocle. “I have ten minutes 
yet before the end. Ten minutes, 
Batman and Boy Wonder, 
remains for you on this side of 
the curtain of death.” 
He inserted a fresh cigarette 
into the long holder. “I can 
scarcely wait,” he chuckled. 
“Now, Robin,’’ Batman 
roared, Weapons in hand, the 
Dynamic Duo rose, like aveng- 
ing angels. As Batman tore the 
black case from the hands of 
the Penguin, he saw sheer 
hatred and fierce rage flame in 
the man’s eyes. 
Dropping the case, Batman 
tore into the Penguin while 
Robin proceeded to deal with 
Shark. Wham! Socko! Blam! 
KERUNCH! went their fists 
and as the two villains sprawled 
on the floor, their weapons 
spun from their nerveless 
fingers. Writhing furiously, the 
Penguin and Shark were held 
firmly, each in the steely grip 
of one of the Dynamic Duo. 
“What's sauce for us is sauce 
for the Penguin,” laughed Bat- 
man. “Instead of Robin and I, 
it will be you two who will 
experience that exquisite agony 
you were gloating over, as the 
potent acid eats through your 
flesh.” 


BOUND SECURELY 


ERCY,” wailed Shark as 
Robin dragged him for- 
ward. 

“Silence, cowardly knave,” 
raged the Penguin. “As for you, 
Batman, you gloat too soon. 
All my henchmen will soon be 
arriving to see my triumph.” 

“How will your goons get 
through the electronic fence 
you set up?” asked Robin and 
the Penguin’s evil eye glistened 
at him through the monocle. 

“To the platform with them,” 
barked Batman and the pair 












were dragged over to where the 
cut steel bands awaited them. 
Batman gave Robin the Bat- 
rope and the master criminal 
and his creature were bound 
securely to the steel bands. 
Batman picked up the black 
case and opened it. 

“The final blow, my poor 
Penguin,” he laughed. “The 
contents of this case are almost 
worthless. I advised the Safe 
Deposit manager to substitute 
worthless stamps for the price- 
less ones. You’ve had all your 
work for nothing, Penguin!” 

“You're not actually going 
to . . .?” muttered Robin as 
they stood out of earshot of the 
raging Penguin and the 
whimpering Shark. 

“What do you think, Boy 
Wonder,” Batman smiled. “No, 
Chief O’Hara will get his men 
unharmed. I’m just throwing a 
well-deserved scare into them. 
Now, there is something that 
you and I have got to find, 
Robin.” 

“What's that, Batman?” 
Robin asked frowning. 

“Another way out of this 
cavern,” Batman said shrewdly. 
“There has to be another way 
out and we’ve got to find it 
before we can release these two 
to wait for the coming of Chief 
O'Hara.” 


FISTS FLAILING 


HEY prowled round that 

noxious pit of reeking acid, 
searching for another exit. The 
Penguin kept up a running fire 
of imprecations but the 
Dynamic Duo were not listen- 
ing to him. 

The figure in black tights and 
bowler hat loomed out of the 
murk in front of them and, 
even as the stun charge hit 
them both, they saw the white 
letters OCTOPUS on his jersey. 
They had forgotten the exist- 
ence of the Penguin’s other 
henchman. 

Held rigid by the energy 
from the goon’s weapon, they 
watched helplessly as the Pen- 
guin and Shark, released by the 
newcomer, came through the 
smoke towards them. Penguin 
waddled close and hissed into 
the face of Batman. 

“The tables are indeed turned, 
my fine Dynamic Duo,” he 
shrieked. “Now I have lost 
patience and I cannot wait for 
your end, Shark, strip them of 
all their weapons and gadgets.” 

Rigid like wooden dolls, 
Batman and Robin were 
dragged to the edge of the pit. 

“When I say the word,” the 





Penguin grated, “the energy 
will be turned off and you will 
both leap into the acid pool. If 
you try to escape by either side 
a beam from this atomic dis- 
integrator will dissolve your 
two bodies even quicker than 
the acid would. Jump!” 

The feeling returned to his 
body and Batman yelled to 
Robin: “Leap, Robin, /eap 
across! It’s only six feet.” 

In mid-air, wreathed in the 
suffocating acid fumes, he gave 
a second’s thought to the 
bubbling acid beneath him. If 
he had miscalculated . . . Then 
his feet touched ground and he 
saw dimly through the murk 
that Robin too had landed. 

“Now,” he roared. “Go, get 
*em, Robin!” 

With fists flailing, the pair 
tore through the fumes and 
hurled themselves on the trio 
of malevolent thugs who were 
taken by surprise. 


Dib You KNOW? 


THAT the Sahara Desert 
in N. Africa is the largest 
desert in the world— 
3,250,000 square miles 
altogether. 

THAT the tallest man of 
all time was Said 
Mohamed Ghazi of the 
United Arab Republic 
who grew to 8 ft 11 

THAT the oldest authentic 
ated age to which a 
human has lived is the 113 

























years of French-Canadian 
Pierre Joubert (1701- 
= 1814). 


$F voncnuMCSHNNES MONE 
Batman picked up the atomic 


disintegrator and threw the 
stungun to Robin. “Here, Boy 
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Wonder,” he laughed. “Round 
up this precious bunch and 
we'll hand ’em over to Chief 
O'Hara.” 

“Not so fast, Batman,” came 
a shriek from a corner and 
Batman spun round. Penguin 
and his two thugs stood there, 
half hidden in the smoking 
fumes. The Penguin’s hand was 
on a lever. As he pulled it, a 
trapdoor opened in the rocky 
floor. 

“Farewell, Dynamic Duo,” 
came the shriek. “Sorry I can- 
not wait to greet your friends 
but time presses and he who 
fights and runs away lives to 
fight another day. We will meet 
again, Batman and Robin, and 
next time you will not be so 
lucky.” 

It all happened so quickly 
that Batman and Robin had no 
chance for action. The stone 
slab fell into place over the 
heads of the escaping trio. 
From beneath came a small, 
muffled explosion and Batman 
knew that the Penguin had 
destroyed his escape route. 


ANOTHER TIME 


UICK, Robin,” he hissed. 

“To the steel door. The 
laser beam will melt it down 
and we must find the controls 
for the electronic fence. O'Hara 
and his boys will be outside 
and we must let them in to 
destroy this foul place for ever. 
You and I must be after the 
Penguin, though I don’t think 
we are going to catch him this 
time.” 

“I guess you’re right, Bat- 
man,” agreed Robin ruefully. 
“Still, he didn’t get away with 
his plunder and we are both 
still alive. And . . . there will 
always be another time.” 























































































































VOYAGE To THE BOTTOM oF HE SEA 
CRIME ISLAND ~“h >— Li 


LET'S SEE WHAT'S 
INTERESTING 
TOPSIDE ! 
FREPORTS of some activity on a = 
hitherto uninhabited Pacific island | — 

had sent the Seaview, cruising in the 

vicinity, to investigate. The submarine 
came close to the shore and Admiral 
Nelson waited at the periscope— 














recammpasran rae") 

LOOK .P +. / THERE GO THE ADMIRAL AND 
CURLEY WITH ME. TAKE OVER, CURLEY IN THe RUBBER DINGHY. 
LEE. I'LL KEEP IN TOUCH WITH HMM! 1 CAN'T FIGURE WHY 
YOU BY MINI-RADIO! > ‘SO UNEASY! 









ne 





poste] 


THE ISLAND 
LOOKS AS QUIET 
AS A GRAVE: 





THETWO MEN LAND, HOLD 
~ SOMEO! Rees arcu ir, curtey. 


E 
SKULKING IN THOSE THEY'RE NOT FRIENDLY,/ yo, AOMIRAL NELSON AND CURLEY 
BUSHES S Say! MAKE SHORT WORK OF THE THUGS... 





LNTS 
WHE HOSTILE FROGMEN 
APPROACH THE SEAVIEW.. + Pe 


D 







TOOK, ADMIRAL, SIR ! FROGMEN 
CARRYING EXPLOSIVES, THEY'RE 
GOING AFTER 

THE SEAVIEW ! 







ABOARD THE SEAVIEW, THE RADIO 
OPERATOR RECEIVE A SIGNAL FROM 
ADMIRAL NELSON... 
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IT'S THE ADMIRAL CALLING FROM SHORE. 
HE REPORTS HOSTILE FROGMEN COMING 
OUT TO ATTACK THE SEAVIEW : 











YV atarm 
STATIONS! CHIP 
‘MORTIN AND 

UNDERSEA COMBAT 
TEAM STAND BY ! 
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COMMANDER CRANE TO 
UNDERSEA COMBAT TEAM — 
TAKE OFF AND REPEL 
RAIDERS ! 














— 
SOON A GRIM STRUGGLE IS TAKING PLACE IN THE DEPTHS... 
——T 


THERE "Hi Vi 
THEY ARE ! . THE SEAVIEW CREWMEN 


DIVE ATTHE RAIDERS... + 


¢) 7 
RAIDER WITH A SATCHEL CHARGE., HE CLOSES WITH THE 
























THAT ONES c HOSTILE FROGMEN.. - 
SNEAKING IN < “ , 





FINALLY THE RAIDERS ARE 
DEFEATED, ANO... 


CHIP MORTIN TO COMMANDER 





THE MAN IS FORCED TO DROP THE SATCHEL 
IN ORDER 10 DEFEND HIMSELF AGAINST 
CHIP'S DETERMINED 
ATTACK... AH! 

‘ THAT'S 


¢ BETTER ! 













THE MEN OF THE SEAVIEW GRADUALLY GAIN 
THE UPPER HAND... 





CRANE ! ENEMY WIPED OW 









LOOKS LIKE 
THEY'VE HAD 





























COMMANDER CRANE TO CHIP 
Makriin. CO ASHORE TO CONTACT 
ADMIRAL NELSON! REST RETURN 
ON BOARD! 





1M ON MY WAY, 
COMMANDER : 








RAIDERS, ADMIRAL, IT SEEMS AS If WE STUMBLED ON 
SIR! WHAT WAS IT AA SECRET INTERNATIONAL 

ALL ABOUT ? CRIMINAL HIDEOUT AND STAGING 
PORT. THE CRIMINALS WERE WELL 
PREPARED T0 DEAL WITH 
INTRUDERS ! 


WE DISPOSED OF THE y CURLEY AND 1 SCOUTED AROUND. 
































THE GHOST... 
WHO WALKS / 


. HIJACKED OUR PRISONERS 
\ AND SET OUR WAGON ON 







WHO SPRUNG 
US, CAPPY? 


f | 







A GENERAL You'll 
MEET SOON SPRUNG 
US, PETE. I WAS IN 
\. FOR GUN- RUNNING-- 














THEY DIDN'T WANT ME TO TALK IN 
COURT. THIS GENERAL GOT TOSSED 
OUT OF HIS COUNTRY. 


THAT MEANS 
IMPORTANT CONNECTIONS: 
~- BIG-SHOT POLITICOS-- 






HE WANTED 
GUNS TO GO 








THE BOYS GOT \ My CELL- MATES. I 
BRUNG 'EM ALONG, 
PETE, BUBBA, MEET 
THE GENERAL. 





















T'VE ARRANGED OVERSEAS Y NO, I'VE 
PASSAGE FOR YOU, SWARGO. / A BETTER 
YOU LEAVE AT ONCE-- 7 IDEA, 
UNTIL THINGS GENERAL-- 
COOL DOWN-~ : 

















{T TELLS ABOUT THE PHANTOM 
TREASURE IN THIS BOOK-~ 
BUBBA -- HERE -- KNOWS. 
WHERE IT 1S -- 


YOU NEED DOUGH FOR YOUR 
REVOLUTION CAPER. RIGHT? F3 
I KNOW ABOUT A TREASURE. 
YOU FINANCE THE TRIP-- f= 

WE SPLIT. 
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eT 
*HITACK PRISONERS* | 
BURN POLICE WAGON 


3 WERE ON WAY TO CouRT 


NOW, ISN'T THAT. THOUSAN! 
TOO BAD! AFTER JUNGL! 


THIS, WE'LL TIE 
POISON WEAPONS! 


‘EM TO YOU WITH 
A STRING! BS 


WE CACHE THE GRENADES -- THEN CASE 
THE PLACE. ATA SET TIME, WE USE 


& 
px 


D MILES 








I CAN 
KNOCK 


HIM OFF-- 





HOW COULD YOU 


PRISONERS ? 
YOU WERE 


I FIGURED) 

IT OUT, 

GENERAL. Ase © 
Neg 
‘eee 


--WE HAUL OUT THE 
TREASURE -- AND 
ALL SPLIT IT. 


UH-- THEY TOOK 
OUR GUNS-- 


A LOAD OF THESE-- 
AND MASKS-- 


UNGUARDED, 
O GHOST 
WHO WALKS. 














AS THE POLICE SEARCH FOR THE ESCAPED CONVICTS -- 


IN. WE'D BETTER 
GET CRACKING, 
GENERAL. 











WE'RE OFF! 
PHANTOM 
TREASURE -- 











ONLY PLACE WE CAN 
LAND IN THIS JUNGLE, 
GENERAL. WE'LL BE 
SAFE HERE-- (4) 








SET UP CAMP HERE. BUBBA'S 
GONE TO GET PACK P 





















A THE FARTHER WE GO, THE 









THE VOLCANO'S 
8\( BEEN DEAD FOR 
)\ CENTURIES, THE 
NATIVES ARE 
AFRAID TO 
COME HERE: 









INTO THIS, CAPPY SWARGO? 
CRAZIER IT GETS! 


AND IT'S COST 
ME PLENTY 
ALREADY! 13] 






RELAX, GENERAL. ) 
THAT PHANTOM 
‘TREASURE WON'T 


LOOK CRAZY. MEN, 
» UNLOAD THOSE 











IN ONE WEEK, AT MIDNIGHT-- BE AT 

THAT SPOT. WAIT FOR OUR RED 

FLARES ~--THEN LAND-- WEARING: 
GAS MASKS 





AND THERE--MY FRIENDS-- 
WILL BE THE PHANTOM 
TREASURE -~ WAITING: 





HE MAKES 
(T SOUND-- 








STUPENDOUS TV TORNADO 
SECRET AGENT (4 
COMPETITION! feih 


WIN— A FABULOUS| /Iyjy 
HOLIDAY AT BUTLIN’S| /G4 


Dad, 
JRST PRIZE. A great holiday for four—Mum, Dad, 
ourcel® and a sister or brother. Everything paid-inoluding 
Foros——for a wonderful week at the Butlin’s Holiday Camp 


nearest to your home. 


WIN 


TRANSISTOR 
RADIOS 





























WALKIE-TALKIES 


i , TWENTY tip. 
SIXTY fine transistor radios, Each in its| | Only you and oa able, walkie-tal 
ict can 


own case and with earplugs for pri 
|listaning, Complete wares 0" Private || sagen that pags between nce 


OVER 700 BIG PRIZES sow ro enter 


Print your name and address in BLOCK LETTERS, using 








HERE’S a free contest in which you can win fantastic prizes, Look at a ball point pen. Cut out the coupon, stick it on a postcard 
the picture; two secret agents are in a spot. All you have to do is end igend j€sco tia. Only -posteards:will ibe accep ced; letters 
decide which phrase the speaker would most likely use. will be disqualified. 


We've suggested eight phrases. Pick the one you think suits the sit- 
uation best and mark it No. 1 on the coupon. Pick the one you think RULES 
next best and mark it No. 2. Number all the phrases in order of merit. A ial 1 will jud, di d th . w 

Than complete the line saying why you think TV Tornado is the best the right ee a pris of equal velugrahoeid Liatarasaen 
heys' paper, aeing not mare than sight words, circumstances cause this. The Editor’s decision is final and 


no correspondence can be entered into. Employees and 
relatives of the staff of TY Tornado are barred. The 
competition is open only to readers in the U.K. and Eire. 


CLOSING DATE 
Entries must reach us by first post, FRIDAY, FEBRUARY 3, 
1967, You may send any number of entries provided each 
‘one is on a TV Tornado coupon. Winners will be announced 
ina later issue. 





Get that axe from behind you 


Pll break the bottle and use its glass to cut us free. 
If we can’t break our bonds, then we're sunk. 
The dagger on that crate is the answer to our problem. 
We'll coax that rat into gnawing through our bonds. 





They've got us over a barrel this time, old friend. 


TV Tornado is the best boys’ paper because. 





NAME. 
ADDRESS. 











a ee ee ee CUT OUT HR ee ee ee ee! 
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BF oi ene 


THE VESUVIUS MYSTERY [72st i020" |,- (cone exe 


PART 3... 





gust THe same. | FAM} 
ITHINK IT's opp | |} 

=-THAT BOULDER 
FALLING/ 












‘Hafn...Stop This!’ 


FD (7a 






wie 


PRESS FORWARD, ( IN--FLASH, HOW) 










GUESS 
THEY DON'T } 
UNDERSTAND 
OUR WORDS, 

ZARKOV / 





IN THEIR Vijighy 0O WE GET ft 
EXPLORATION OF|44i ( BACK OUT Ze 
THE CAVERNS Ysgol 
UNDER VESUVIUS, ay 

A GIANT BOULDER 
CRASHES DOWN 












WE'LL BE EASY, DALE--We'LL 
BURIED HERE FIND A WAY OUT/ 
UNDER MOUNT LET'S FOLLOW 

VESUVIUS / THOSE LITTLE 
SALAMANDERS/ 






























THERE WERE 
JUST TOO MANY 
OF THEM, FLASH / 
AND EVEN OUR 

IMPERVIUM SUITS 
WON'T PROTECT 
US FROM..THAT.Y 
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7 
Tees Sane ya 
Bou, . f a INTRUDERS... 

oe SURFACE 
PEOPLE / 





YOU MUST EXCUSE HAFN/ WHO ARE YOU ? YOU SPEAK 
HE IS A MAN OF VIOLENCE //( OUR LANGUAGE AND LIVE 
OUR EXISTENCE SECRETLY BELOW THE 
IS AT STAKE / , EARTH'S SURFACE / 
j WHY, HOW 





THAT'S WHY YOU'RE ABLE FEAR NOT, HAFN / 
TO LIVE IN THIS HEAT I CAN EXPLAIN IT ALL/ 
BENEATH VESUVIUS/ ? FOR OUR GUESTS SHALL 
BUT WHY DID - YOu! NEVER RETURN TO THE 
YOU COME... y al 

AND WHEN 


my 








THE MERCURIAN PRISONERS 


THE MAN FROM 







knife stuck quivering in 

the woodwork an inch 

away from Illya Kuryakin’s 
blond head. 

“Looks like someone is try- 
ing to part my hair,” he said 
to Napoleon Solo, his fellow- 
agent. 

Napoleon gave him a side- 
long glance as he eased his gun 
from its shoulder-holster. “Not 
a bad idea at that,” he wise- 
cracked. “Ouch!” 

The gasp of pain was 
wrenched from him as a second 
knife sliced through his jacket 
sleeve, pinning it to a beam. 
They were crouched outside an 
old building in a narrow alley- 
way that ran down to the edge 
of a Norwegian fiord. 

“Hurt?” asked IIlya, his eyes 
scouring the windows and roof- 
top of the timbered warehouse 
facing them. 

Napoleon tugged himself 
loose and bared his arm to 
examine the damage. “Just a 
scratch,” he said. “See anyone 
yet?” 

Illya shook his head. “If 
you’re ready, we'd better make 
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[: K! The long-bladed 


Ambushed in an alley in Norway ... Napoleon and Illya find 
themselves the target for an ace knife and hatchet thrower! 


The 


“WHOOPS, WRONG 










































































































































































































































































a run for it. The knife-thrower 
is finding his range.” 

The two UNCLE agents 
darted down the alley. They 
were bent low, and hugged the 
shadows. As they emerged on- 
to the waterfront, and dived 
for the shelter of a clinker- 
built dinghy, something thudded 
into the peeling paintwork 
above them. 

“Look at that then!” mur- 
mured Napoleon, peering up- 
wards. “Our friend must have 
run out of knives!” 

Embedded in the dinghy was 
a wicked-looking throwing axe 
with an ornate handle. Illya 
looked at it thoughtfully. “Our 
friend is obviously an artist 
with pride in his aim—and in 
his tools!” he mused. “I bet 
he’ll try and collect his axe 
later.” 

He slipped a small packet of 
green dye from an_ inside 

























































































































































































pocket, tore it open, and shook 
the powder on to the hilt and 
handle of the axe. As he was 
blowing away the surplus, his 
companion loosed off a couple 
of shots in the direction of the 
alley. 

“Caught a glimpse of him 
behind those barrels,” explained 
Napoleon. “Don’t think I hit 
him, though.” 


COLD SWIM 


jury motioned to the edge 
of the quay. The greenish 
blue waters of the fiord sparkled 
in the sunlight. But Illya had 
no eye for the beauty. He was 
thinking of the temperature of 
the water. 

“One way out, Napoleon,” 
he said. “Come on; last one in 
the water is a smorgasbord!” 

Two bodies cleaved the clear 
waters. The shock of the cold 


CAPSULE,” AFFAIR 


water brought them fighting to 
the surface, They struck out for 
the pilings below the quay. 
Once in their shelter, both men 
began to swim with silent breast 
strokes, making for the lower 
reaches of the fiord, near where 
they had hidden their hired car. 


Twenty minutes later they 
were driving into the courtyard 
of the Hotel Skaggerak. Blue 
with cold, and dripping water, 
they walked in through the 
main entrance. The doorman, 
tall and resplendant in royal 
blue and glittering gold braid, 
gave them an astonished stare 
as he raised his gloved hand to 
his peaked cap. “Has there 
been an accident, gentlemen?” 
he asked. 

Napoleon gave him a wry 
look. “You might say that, 
Nels,” he agreed. “You have a 
valet in the hotel who could 
take care of these suits?” 
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“Of course, Mr Solo!’’ 
beamed the doorman. “I shall 
have him come straight up to 
your room.” 

After they had changed into 
dressing-gowns, Napoleon re- 
laxed and watched his com- 
panion slip a portable aerial 
into the top of a pocket 
communicator. 

“Open Channel D!” mur- 
mured Illya, 

The communicator rasped 
noisily for a few seconds, then 
the voice of Mr Waverly 
filtered into the room. They 
could picture him sitting relaxed 
at his desk at UNCLE head- 
quarters in New York, probably 
sipping a cup of tea, 

“Well, Mr Kuryakin, have 
you discovered what THRUSH 
agents are doing in Dogalf 
Fiord yet?” he asked. 


GREEN STAIN 
“NOt exactly, Mr Waverly,” 
admitted Illya, “Although 
we have managed to make con- 
tact with one THRUSH agent.” 
The urbane tones from New 
York flowed on, “I’m sure you 
and Mr Solo are working hard 
on the case, but I must stress 
that it is vitally important that 
you discover what THRUSH 
is up to quickly, Is that under- 
stood, Mr Kuryakin?” 
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Answer is on page 21. 


£ THIS week's secret code * 
message is * 
* 2% 9 2 x 
* 2 12 6 x 
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Illya smoothed back his hair. 
“Oh yes, that is understood, 
Mr Waverly. Over and out.” 

“Well,”’ said Napoleon, 
watching his friend put away 
the midget communicator. 
“You heard the man. Do 
something—urgently!”” 

“Like what, for instance?” 
grunted Illya. “We can’t do 
much without dry clothes. 
Where’s this valet?” 

Napoleon’s answer was to 
reach for the telephone, but at 
that moment it shrilled im- 
patiently. “Hello,” he said into 
the mouthpiece. “Thanks Nels! 
Will do that right away.” 

He put down the phone and 
stood up. “My friend the door- 
man,” he explained. “Would 
we take the suits down the hall 
to Room 402, and the valet 
will deal with them right away.” 

“Good!” Illya gathered up 
the wet garments. He looked 


down at his bare ankles stick- 
ing out from below the dressing- 
gown. “Am [I respectable 
enough to walk down a hotel 
corridor?” he wondered. 

“*Charming!"’ grinned 
Napoleon. “*But—er—your 
shoulder holster is showing!” 

He watched Illya leave the 
room. Then he began to check 
that the mechanism of his gun 
had not suffered by the swim 

Suddenly he frowned. What 
was keeping Illya, he wondered. 

Pulling his  dressing-gown 
around him, he stepped into the 
corridor. At the door of Room 
402 he paused, listening. There 
was no sound from inside. 

A warning bell rang in his 
brain. He eased his gun from 
its holster, turned the door 
handle silently,. and felt the 
door give before his pressure 

Through the crack he saw 
Illya sitting in a chair, tied 
hand and foot, with a gag in 
his mouth. 

With a bound, Napoleon 
was through the doorway, his 
gun ready. He saw Illya’s eyes 
frantically trying to warn him. 
But even as he whirled around, 
something crashed onto the 
back of his head, and he went 
out cold. 

“Well, my friend! You have 
enjoyed your little sleep, eh?” 

The voice reached Napoleon 
through a mist of pain. He 
struggled to open his eyelids. 
When he did, he saw the face of 
Nels, the doorman, bending 
over him. 

“You got the message wrong, 
Nels,” he said. “I wanted my 
suit dry-cleaned, not my head!” 

The tall Norwegian reached 
out a huge fist and hauled the 
other to his feet. “All right, 
UNCLE man! You have had 
your little joke. Now you will 
tell me what you and your 
companion are doing in Dogalf 
Fiord.” 

Napoleon was squinting 
down at the hand gripping the 
lapel of his dressing-gown. The 
doorman had removed his 
gloves, and his fingers were 
stained with green dye. 

“You got your axe back 
then?” murmured Napoleon. 

The big man shoved him 
backwards into a chair. He 
dipped into his pocket and 
brought out a wicked-looking 
knife. “This time I won’t miss!” 
he promised. 

Napoleon clicked his tongue. 
“You THRUSH agents can be 
very crude at times,” he sighed. 

Nels turned impatiently. He 
vanished into the bedroom, and 
reappeared carrying the un- 








conscious form of Illya. He 
threw the agent’s bound body 
into a chair, then he ripped 
lliya’s shirt away, and held the 
knife close to his bare chest. 

“You will tell me what I 
want to know, or I will begin 
to carve-up your friend!” he 
promised. The glittering blade 
lowered, until its razor edge lay 
against Illya’s skin. 

“Okay, Nels, you win!” said 
Napoleon. 


NELS TALKS 
JHE THRUSH agent turned 
towards him with a grunt of 
triumph. But at that moment 
Illya exploded from the chair. 
His flying body landed on the 
big man’s back. Nels went 
down with a howl, the knife 
flying from his hand and lay in 
a heap, fighting for breath, 
“Good work!” commented 
Napoleon. “I spotted the frayed 
edges of the ropes on your 





wrist when he carried you in.” 

lilya nodded. “They don't 
train THRUSH agents like 
they used to do. This one had 
left his fancy axe lying on the 
bedside table.” 

Nels began to lumber to his 
feet. Illya whirled as the big 
man hurtled towards him. 
Calmly slipping under the 
attack, Illya clipped his oppon- 
ent full on the jaw. 

Napoleon picked up a glass 
of water and poured it over the 
swollen face. “Better start talk- 
ing, Nels,” he urged. 

Nels opened his eyes. He saw 
Napoleon raise his fist, and 
cringed. “Yes, I tell you,” he 
grunted. “Five miles north of 
here is a place called Ingammar 
Heights where a Nazi spy was 
shot by Resistance fighters 
during the war. 

“THRUSH Central believe 
he threw a capsule into the 
fiord before he was caught and 








FIRST four-engined bomber to go into service with the 
RAF in World War II was the Short Stirling in 1940. It had a 


varied career as daylight and night bomber, m 
glider tug and transport aircraft. Now Airfix have introduced 
a 1:72 scale model with 270 finely detailed polystyrene 





mine layer, 


parts. Completed, it measures 15 inches from nose guns to 





tail guns and 16 


inches from wingtip 
to wingtip. 

ALSO included in 
the kit: an RAF-type 


trailer with four 
bomb trollies and 
bombs. All-in price, 
IIs. 6d. 


NEXT WEEK: THRUSH hire a hot-shot American 


gangster to 


pull The Big 


Steal! 
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shot. It contained top military 
secrets.” 

Illya hoisted the big man to 
his feet. “What secrets?” he 
pressed. 

Nels shrugged. “Some sort 
of nerve gas,” he growled. 
“That’s all | know.” 

“And you haven't found it 
yet ?”” queried Napoleon. 

“T don’t know,” said Nels 
sulkily. “They have had a diver 
there for weeks now.”” 

Napoleon glanced at his 
fellow-agent. “We'd better move 
fast, Illya,” he said. “Let’s tie 
up Nels, shall we?”” 

Soon the agents’ hired car 
was speeding north along the 
coast road. The road looped 
and switch-backed alarmingly. 
But Illya spun the steering 
wheel with a nonchalance that 
made his companion wince. 

CRASH! The windscreen ex- 
ploded into a thousand pieces, 
and a bullet hammered a hole 
in the upholstery of the back 
seat. 

With screeching tyres, the 
car slewed off the road. It 
bounced over the rough grass, 
hit a rock and almost flipped 
over, and finally came to rest 
in a fast-running stream. 

Shaken but unhurt, the two 
men dived from the car. They 
hit the ground with guns in 












































hand, Cautiously they surveyed 
the steep slopes. The scattered 
rocks afforded perfect cover 
for a hidden marksman. 

Illya made a signal to his 
companion. Then suddenly he 
was on his feet and zig-zagging 
for a clump of rocks. The 
sniper could not resist the 
challenge. He opened fire, and 
bullets tore up the grass around 
Illya’s flying feet. 

It was an old trick for draw- 
ing a sniper’s fire, and Napoleon 
was ready. The bark of the 
high-powered rifle gave him an 
easy fix on a rocky height close 
to the edge of the fiord. He 
began to worm his way towards 
it. 


SNWIPER’S FIRE 
artes was holed-up behind 
theclump of rocks and loosing 
off an occasional shot in the 
general direction of the marks- 
man by the time Napoleon 
reached the foot of the hillock. 
He flattened himself against the 
rock wall. Reluctantly he re- 
turned his gun to its holster, in 
order that he could have full 
use of his hands to climb. 
Illya opened up witha barrage 
of shots to keep the sniper’s 
attention fully occupied. 
Napoleon reached the top, 
hauled himself over the lip of 





the summit, rolled twice, and 
came lightly to his feet with 
his gun in his hand spitting 
fire. 

The sniper—a squat thug 
with a scarred face—was on 
his feet, too. A trifle too late. 
His shots hit the rocks as he 
crumpled to the ground. 

When Ilya reached the look- 
out-point, he found Napoleon 
stretched on the grass. He had 
in his hands the powerful field- 
glasses which the sniper had 
been using. 

Napoleon flapped a hand at 
him. “Get down!” he hissed. 
“Here, take a look,” he invited, 
shoving the field glasses into 
the other’s hands. 

As Illya adjusted the focus, 
the blue waters of the fiord 
sprang into sharp outline. “So 
that’s where they're diving for 
the capsule!” he murmured. 

He was looking at a broad- 
beamed utility boat, powered 
by a big outboard engine, 
anchored close to where the 
steep wall of rock plunged 
straight into the fiord. The 
deck was crammed with a 
clutter of equipment for scuba 
diving and underwater search. 


FRANTIC SCREAMS 

“THE diver has just surfaced,” 
he announced suddenly. 

“He’s climbing aboard. He’s 

showing the other guy some- 

thing. It’s—hey, it looks like 

the capsule!” 

Napoleon reached for the 
glasses. “You're right! They’re 
pulling out—making for that 
inlet. Seems we arrived just in 
time. We've got to move fast.” 

They threw caution to the 
winds, and began to race over 
the uneven ground. The 
approach to the inlet offered 
no shelter of any kind. A ledge 
ran round the face of the rock 
In places it narrowed to barely 
a couple of feet. 

The men from UNCLE 
inched their way along the 
ledge. Suddenly Napoleon stop- 
ped. He motioned downwards. 
On a level portion of the rocky 
floor of the inlet a smail 
wooden hut had been erected. 
The utility boat was moored 
nearby. 

Guns in hand, Illya and 
Napoleon crept towards the 
hut. They stooped low beneath 
the single end window. 
Cautiously they raised their 
heads to peer inside. 

The diver and his assistant 
were examining the capsule 
they had found. They put one 
end of the capsule into a vice 
and the boatman began to 





attack the rusted 
with pliers. 
Suddenly the top of the 
capsule came away. Napoleon 
and Illya saw something like a 
puff of smoke emerge and drift 
upwards from the capsule. 
Next moment frantic screams 
left the lips of the THRUSH 
agents. They staggered back- 


screw-top 


CAMERAS are essential to 
spies. Danger Man John 


Drake had one hidden in a 

lighter. In real life mini- 

cameras have been hidden 

in the buckle of a belt, a 

tie clip, a watch, a drum 
| and a pepper pot! 
|S 


wards, clawing at their throats. 

“Gas,” whispered Ilya. “The 
capsule contained a sample of 
the nerve gas! Ye gods, look 
at the poor devils!” 

The wild screams turned to 
hoarse roars, then there was 
silence, and the two unfortunate 
THRUSH agents lay lifeless. 

Napoleon turned away with 
a shudder. “They got the wrong 
capsule,” he said. “There must 
have been two—one containing 
the formula for the nerve gas, 
and the other with a sample.” 

Illya took out his com- 
municator, and began to fix the 
aerial. “I'd better report to Mr 
Waverly,” he said. “But I think 
I know what he’ll say. ‘Dive 
until you find the right cap- 
sule’!” 

“Ah well,” said Napoleon 
wearily, holstering his gun. 
“Never a dull moment with 
UNCLE!” 


SOTTO CCC 


Bzzz! It’s The 
Green Hornet 
SWEEPING America is a 

new TV series called The 
Green Hornet. Already it is as 
popular there as Batman. 

Hero of the series is Britt 
Reid. By day, he is the owner- 
editor of the Daily Sentinel 
newspaper and a TV station. By 
night, he becomes the Green 
Hornet, a daring crusader against 
crime. 

He is aided in his adventures 
by Kato, his houseboy and 
chauffeur who is a master of 
Gung-Fu, an advanced form of 
Karate and Judo. 

Since Batman swept into 
Britain, it seems likely The 
Green Hornet will follow. 

SO TTT TLTTTTTLIL LLL LLL 





BONANZA The CROOKED DEA 


Featuring the Cartwrights— 
Hoss, Little Joe and Ben. 





HOSS_CARTWRIGHT had gone to San 
Francisco to complete a land deal for his 
father. Having satisfactorily finished his task, Hoss | 
decided to stay over in the big city for a few days 
and take a look around. On the first night he | 
| found himself in the ‘Golden Nugget’ gaming club 
| playing poker with several strangers . . . 


















T WAS ON THE NEXT HAND 
THAT HOSS REALISED THAT 
THE GAME WAS NOT AS 


THE DEALER'S HAND 
WENT FOR HIS 
DERRINGER—T00 LATE-!| 


Tue DEALER LAID HIS CARDS ON 


THE MAN OPPOSITE HOSS 
THE TABLE WITH A SMUG SMILE SPOKE UP... 








ON HIS FACE... 













GOSH \~| | STRAIGHT AS IT APPEARED... THE GENTLEMAN 
THREE QUEENS, DARN IT! IS RIGHT, DEALER. DON’T 09 IT, 
GENTLEMEN ... HOLD IT/ \'VE BEEN WONDERING |/ FELLAN. I'D HATE 
UVE GOT TWO QUEENS. WHY OUR LUCK WAS TO HAVE TO 
YET YOU JUST PUT SO APPALLING... SHOOT YOU... 









THREE ON THE BOTTOM 
IX OF THIS PACK. THAT 


MAKES FIVE / WELL, NOW.. 


THAT'S JUST TOO 
BAD, SIR. 







































































HE WALKED SWIFTLY OVER TO THE TABLE... STANDING BEHIND HIM. THE HOSS HEAVED HIMSELF GRABBED THE 
(7 z 77 | FIRST HE KNEW OF HIS FROM HIS CHAIR... DUDE... 
GENTLEMEN, WE DON'T NOT WITHOUT PRESENCE WAS THE HEAVY 9 
WANT ANY TROUBLE. I'M MY MONEY. HAND ON HIS KEEP YOUR HANDS IF YOU WANT 
SURE YOU'RE MISTAKEN | RECKON IT'S SHOULDER... / YOU HEARD. TO YOURSELF ! TROUBLE, MISTER: 
ABOUT THE GAME. NOW, JUST PLAIN GET OUT! MOVE You MIGHT GET 
WHY DON'T YOU JUST STEALIN’... // As WHILE YOU'RE HuRT / 
LEAVE QUIETLY. STILL IN ONE is 





THe HOUSE MANAGER HAD SEEN THE GUN. HOSS HAD NOT SEEN THE MAN E ONE SWIFT fice” THE MANAGER 


























DEspite His FANCY CloTHES | [OUTSIDE THE GAMING HOUSE, ‘Bur THE POLICE OFFICER IF IT'S PROOF HE WANTS, THEN 
nie PUDE PACKED A POWERFUL) | HOSS TURNED To HIS NEW-FOUND| | THEY SAW WAS NONE TOO (T'S UP TO US TO FIND IT... 
ie as | | HELPFUL... 
1 GOOD FOR WE PRS MY THOUGHTS 
UGH! YOU, DUDE ! BROUGHT ME UP TO BE LAW- I'M SORRY, EXACTLY. | THINK WE'LL 
COME ON, LET'S ABIDING, DUDE. I THINK Cut ear PAY ANOTHER VISIT TO 
E GET OUTTA THIS WE'LL GO SEE THE YOU HAVE NO PROOF THE GOLDEN NUGGET... 
A alg NV RAT'S NEST! SHERIFF... WITHOUT IT THERE — 
oe 


(S NOTHING | CAN 
io! 


Aas 
S Goes 3 er YOU MEAN D D ie: 
; Wey 4a THE POLICE | 
y ag 4 DEPARTMENT, SIR? 
, a = y 

















L— : \ COME WITH ME. 


| KNOW WHERE 
IT IS... 
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THE DOORMAN SAW THEM COMING. hey! 
FOOLHARDILY HE TRIED TO BAR THEIR WE Tol “ou two 


DRIFT ALONG WITH , IONSEEER OFF 3 
THE BREEZE, FRIEND, 
—WE'RE GOIN' IN! 








you pip.) [JHE MAN TOOK A SWING AT HOSS. 
BUT WE DECIDED THE BLOW NEVER LANDED... 
TO COME BACK 

IN AGAIN... 







AH, 
HERE COMES 
ANOTHER ! 



































HIS RIGHT FIST INTO THE PIT OF THE TWO MEN FLOORED, BUT HE HAD THE HURTLING TOWARD HIM AND 


r 
'HE DUDE DUCKED LOW AND egoucyr | THE HOUSE MANAGER HAD SEEN HIS Tue BARMAN SAW THE FIGURE 
MAN'S STOMACH, FOLLOWED WITH ACHOP| | COURAGE TO COME FORWARDut } DUCKED FOR 








TO THE NECK... 































2 WE CAME HERE TO GET ‘ — SAFETY... con ee Boye PHONE 
\ " CERTAIN EVIDENCE, > H UICE.. TELL 
BN _ rae FOR RGTY MISTER, AND YOU AIN'T ys J "EM WE'VE GOT A RIOT 
: Kd] GENT. | MUST STOPPIN' US... DOWN HERE ! 
UG \ ADMIT! = / YES, 

\\ Y SIR. RIGHT 
@ \\ 
Neos 
ZA \ NK 
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a —— 
— 
HOSS WALKED OVER TO THE TABLE HOSS SCOOPED UP THE DECK OF THE INSPECTOR WAS NOTHING IF NOT 
WHERE HE HAD BEEN PLAYING. CARDS. HE WAS BACKING AWAY THOROUGH. HE SOON FOUND THAT EVERY 
THE DEALER WAS FOOLISH ENOUGH FROM THE TABLE WHEN A VOICE GAME IN THE GOLDEN NUGGET WAS RIGGED 
TO GO FOR HIS DERRINGER... BOOMED OUT... IN FAVOUR OF THE HOUSE... 
; Le ice 
ALL RIGHT, W yoy erecervou \| (’M,GRATEFUL TO YoU TWO GENTLEMEN. 
THAT'S TO CALL AND WE'VE WANTED TO CLOSE THIS PLACE FOR 
ENOUGH ! LL AND PICK | A VERY LONG TIME. IT'S A DEN OF 
, UP YOUR EVIDENCE | LAWLESSNESS/ 
PERSONALLY. Y YEP, WE GOT OUR 
oY | HAVE IT RIGHT /\ ff THE PLEASURE'S \ MONEY BACK, ANYWAY. 
mo hes HERE... OURS, INSPECTOR!) BUT I'LL BE GLAD TOGET 
BACK TO THE PONDEROSA- 
YOU CITY TYPES PLAY IT 
— AN KINDA ROUGH... INA 
Dis | DUDISH SORT OF WAY 
4 +» PARDON THE 
EXPRESSION / 
\\— 





YOU CITY 
FELLAHS SURE 
ARE SLOW WITH 
YOUR FANCY 
TOY GUNS... 






















































































the Diamond Centre in 

Metropolis whipped out 

his gun as he shouted: 
“Hold it right there!” 

Beyond the six-foot high 
chain-link fence which carried 
an electrical charge, something 
was moving towards him. 

“Stay where you are!” 
rapped the guard, fumbling the 
powerful torch from his belt. 
He thumbed the switch, and the 
white beam stabbed through 
the fence, 

“Thunder and lightning!” 
There was utter disbelief in the 
man’s muttered exclamation. 
For what his torch revealed 
was an enormous leg—or, 
rather, the lower part of a leg. 
The part above the knee was 
lost in the shadows above the 
top of the fence. 

The beam of light shook as 
the guard stepped back and 
raised the torch to discover 
what towered above the fence. 
“I must be mad!” panted the 
trembling guard. “There’s no 
such thing as a giant!” 

A giant it was, though! 
Naked, save for a loin-cloth of 
scarlet and gold, the apparition 
stood on feet planted fifty 
feet apart. 

“It’s a trick, but you can’t 
fool me!” howled the guard. 


T: night security guard at 


And raising his gun, he emptied 
it into the enormous bulk 
before him. 

There was a rumble of 
laughter from the giant. He 
bent towards the guard and 
picked him up. Now the guard 
could see that the giant wore 
an enormous, grotesque mask 
of silvery metal. The voice 
behind it boomed: “I could 
squeeze my fingers and kill you 
like a fly! But I’m going to let 


you go... I want you to get 
Superman!” 
ALARM BELLS 


HE giant lowered the blub- 

bering man to the ground. 
Crazy with fear, the guard 
scrambled away. With 
desperate haste, he slammed 
down the emergency switch 
that would set the alarm bells 


shrilling at police and_ fire 
headquarters. 
The howl of the police 


sirens as they rushed to the 
Diamond Centre, could not 
penetrate the thick walls and 
double-glazed windows of The 
Planet, the daily newspaper of 
Metropolis. But Clark Kent, 
one of the reporters, heard the 
shrill sound. He looked up 
from his typewriter. 

“The police are out in force 
tonight, Lois,” he said to his 
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Lane. ‘‘And there go the fire 
engines now!” 

She stared at him. “Are you 
being funny?” she asked, “You 
can’t hear sirens in here!” 

Clark Kent coughed un- 
comfortably. “Er, no, of course 
I can’t. It’s just a hunch I’ve 
got!” But just the same he 
leaped to his feet and snatched 
his hat and coat. 

“Hey, where are you going?” 
Lois shouted after him. 

“To see if my hunch is 
right!” called Clark Kent as he 
ran out of the door. 

But instead of making for 
the lift or the stairs, he dived 
into a dark closet used for 
cleaning materials. There, amid 
the brooms and mops, he made 
a lightning switch from mild- 
mannered reporter to 
Superman! 

A few seconds later he was 
rocketing through the night 


sky towards the Diamond 
Centre. 
For his super hearing 




















allowed him to pick up the 
radio messages from the police 
cars below. 

He zoomed down towards 
the splendid new building in 
which were stored some of the 
finest gems in the world. 


ENORMOUS FIST 


“ ASIANT? I think the guard 
must be exaggerating,” he 
mused. “‘But just the same, the 
Diamond Centre is a tempting 
target for jewel thieves.” 

He landed on the wide pave- 
ment in front of the Diamond 
Centre, “Superman!” A high- 
ranking police official came 
running towards the tall figure 
in blue shirt and tights, red 
cape and boots. 

“Hello, Commissioner! 
What’s all this about?” asked 
Superman. “The security guard 
mentioned a giant.” 

“Yes—and he wasn’t dream- 
ing, Superman! Look at that!” 
said the Commissioner, point- 
ing towards the upper storeys 
of the building. 

There was a crash, and a 
shower of broken glass hurtled 
down at their feet. From the 
shattered windows high above 
the pavement appeared an 
enormous fist. 

“It is a giant—and he’s 
pulling the place to pieces!” 
yelled the police chief. 

A volley of rifle shots 
drowned the rest of his 
remark. The police were firing 
with deadly accuracy — but 
making no impression upon 
the plundering giant. 

Superman swallowed his sur- 
prise. “Commissioner, call off 















your men!” he rapped. “‘Leave 
this thing to me!” 

A leap sent him soaring up 
the side of the building. He 
hurtled through an unbroken 
window, landed lightly and 
faced his enemy. 

“So it’s you. Superman!” 
The giant’s roar, muffled by the 
silver mask, filled the shattered 
building. “I’ve waited a long 
time for this moment. Now 
let’s see how strong you really 
are!” 

The giant reached out a 
massive paw to grab the tiny 
figure before him. Superman 
braced his legs and thrust out 
his arms stiffly. As the 
monstrous fingers _ closed 
around him, he held them off. 
The giant grunted and snarled. 

But Superman’s super-power 
did not fail him. The Man of 
Steel continued to hold off the 
giant’s fingers. Then slowly he 
began to bend them back. 

“Aaagh!” With a gasp of 
pain the giant snatched away 
his hand. 

Superman stepped to the 
broken window to see the last 
of the police cars racing away. 
“All right, you overgrown jewel 
thief!” he taunted the giant. 
“Pll give you your chance, But 
I need a bit more elbow room!” 

He dived through the 
window and swooped to the 
top of the Diamond Centre. 
Landing on the roof, he flung 
his powerful arms around the 
massive, 200-ft. aerial and 
plucked the steel structure from 
its concrete bed. 

The giant was scrambling 
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into the open, showering 
bricks, concrete and steel in 
front of him. 

WHAM! Superman brought 
down the steel tower on top of 
the masked head. 

“UUGH!” The giant 
stumbled under the blow. The 
silver mask tilted. 


STRANGE WEAPON 

ITH a snarl, the giant 

reached down and plucked 
out the entire length of the 
chain-link fence surrounding 
the compound. The electric 
charge fizzled around his fingers 
with showers of sparks. But the 
giant took no notice. He 
whirled the fencing around his 


The steel links 
smashed down on top of 
Superman. For a moment he 
was tangled in the mesh, As he 
struggled to free himself, the 
giant whirled the strange 
weapon—and let go. 

The fencing soared away 
over the tall buildings and 
brightly-lit streets to land in 
the Central Park, bringing 
branches of trees crashing to 
the ground. 

The giant’s massive foot 
smashed down on the same 
spot. “Ho ho! I'll grind you 
under my heel. Superman!” 
came his roar. 

“T think not, Lofty!” came 
Superman’s voice behind him, 
The giant whirled. A blur of 
red cape was all he could see, 
as the Man of Steel spiralled 
down from the night sky. 
Superman held the end of a 
drum of telephone cable. 
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NEXT WEEK: Superman flies into Space to the rescue of a missing astronaut! 
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intW TORNADO 


Spinning it out like a ball of 
cotton, Superman lashed the 
giant’s arms to his side. 

“Ha! That won't hold me!” 
roared the giant, flexing his 
muscles. The huge cable began 
to snap. 

The giant reached great fists 
towards a granite plinth that 
stood amid gardens in the 
centre of the park, He plucked 
it from the ground and brought 
it smashing down on Super- 
man’s head. The Man of Steel 
was driven like a nail into the 
ground, 

Came another blow, and 
another. “I'll drive you under 
the ground. you — scab!” 
roared the giant. 

Superman reached his hands 
above his head and grabbed 
the weapon. For a few moments 
there was a tremendous tug-of- 


SECRET SPOT 


ANSWER to the code 
puzzle on page 1S: 
ARE YOU SP YING? 
The alphabet has been 
numbered backwards so 
that 26=A and 1=Z. 
FOO II I III III II III IC 


SII IK II 
SII IO I I IK 


war. Then, with a mighty heave, 
Superman sent his monstrous 
foe sprawling. He heard him 
rolling away down the slope 
with thuds that shook the whole 
park, Then there was silence. 

Superman hauled himself out 
of the pit into which he had 
been driven and raced after his 
opponent. Then he stopped, 
astounded! ‘‘He’s gone! It’s 
impossible!” he muttered. 

With super speed he scoured 
the area, but the giant had 
vanished without trace. 

Superman turned away, 
fingering his chin, “I don’t 
like this; that monster has a 
strength which almost equals 
my own. But I'd better get 
back to the Planet office and 
write the story of the Superman 
v. Giant battle.” 

A short time after he had 
returned to the newspaper 
building and switched back to 
Clark Kent, reporter, the 
amazing Man of Steel was 
writing the story of the night’s 
adventures. 

“Gosh, Clark!” said Jimmy 
Olsen, the cub reporter, as he 
snatched a page from his 
friend’s typewriter. “What a 
story. The giant with a silver 
mask. Why d’you think he wore 
a mask?” 

“T wish I knew, Jimmy.” said 
Clark thoughtfully. 


“You’ve written a great 


story, Clark,” put in Lois Lane. 
“That was some hunch you got 
about the police... or did you 
really hear their sirens?” 

Clark shifted uncomfortably. 
“Oh no, I’m no Superman!” 
he protested. 

She laughed. “I know that!” 
she said, turning away to her 
own desk. “Say, Jimmy, you 
and I are assigned to do the 
follow-up story tomorrow 
morning. We're to visit the 
scene of the battle and get 
pictures.” 

Jimmy looked up eagerly. 
“Oh great!” he exclaimed. 
“But why aren’t you on the 
story, Clark?” 

“I’m covering the opening of 
Friendship Village,” replied 
Clark Kent. “We can’t let 
Superman down, can we? This 
is going to be his great 
day.” 
Friendship Village was a 
brand new community project, 
built by Superman for the 
elderly people of Metropolis. 
It was a model town of broad, 
tree-lined walks amid beautiful 
ranch-type houses. It had a 
hospital and community centre, 
and dignitaries from Metro- 
polis and neighbouring cities 
were gathering for the official 
opening. 


VITAL CLUE 


O while Lois Lane and 

Jimmy Olsen made their way 
to see the shattered Diamond 
Centre next morning, Clark 
Kent headed for the new village 
nestling at the foot of the hills 
outside Metropolis. 

On the way, it was the matter 
of a few seconds for him to 
make the switch to Man of 
Steel. Then he swept into the 
sky and headed for Friendship 
Village, little dreaming that 
Lois and Jimmy had stumbled 
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SUPERMAN (3) 


on a vital clue in the Central 
Park. 

“It must be a fingerprint!” 
Lois was saying, as she and the 
cub reporter stared down at a 
series of ridges in the soft 
ground at their feet. 

“How are you going to 
photograph it?” asked Jimmy. 

Lois turned briskly away. 
“From a_ helicopter!” she 
declared. 

Two hours later she came 
out of police headquarters 
with Jimmy dancing at her side 
with excitement. “Lois, you’re 
a genius!” he cried. “It turus 
out to be the fingerprint of 
Luckman Fisher!” 

She nodded as she climbed 
into her car, “Luckman Fisher 
swore to make Superman pay, 
because the Man of Steel 
brought him to justice and 
had him jailed for twenty 
years. 

“He must have found some 
way to make himself grow into 
a giant. Some kind of growth 
serum, maybe .. .” 

Summoned by Jimmy on his 
signal watch, Superman heard 
the story. He got back to his 
Village to find the serum-fed 


___The Fabulous 
Cartwrights 





SUPERMAN'S ENEMIES include: LEX 
LUTHER, bald criminal scientist of 
Planet Lexor, where he is a hero and 
Superman is considered a criminal; 
BRAINIAC, 
green, human form, who stole cities 
from many worlds including Krypton ; 
TOYMAN, genius at building animated 
toys for crime; PRANKSTER, criminal 
who uses pranks for crime; MR. 
MXYZPTLK, bald, magic-powered imp 
from the Fifth Dimension who can be 
sent back to own world when tricked 
into saying his name backwards. 

















electronic computer in 


giant trying to flood it by 
breaching its reservoir. 


He shot upwards to the 
broken wall from which the 
giant Luckman Fisher was 
shambling away. 

With super speed, the Man 
of Steel plugged the reservoir 
wall with rocks and boulders, 
then he sped after his enemy. 
“Not so fast, Luckman Fisher!” 
he cried. 


UNMASKED 
THE giant whirled, and as he 

did so, Superman tore away 
the silver mask. In a moment 
the two were locked in another 
world-shaking struggle. Seizing 
a huge tree, the giant rained 
blows on his smaller adversary, 
but Superman hurled slabs of 
rock with such power and 
accuracy that the giant howled 
with pain. 

Suddenly the tree dropped 
from the enormous fist, the 
giant turned in panic and began 
to run. 

This was the moment for 
which Superman had waited. 
The serum was wearing off! 

Close at hand ran the tracks 
of a disused railway. Superman 
swept down and tore up a 
section with his mighty hands. 
With his super strength, he 
fashioned a steel loop. Carrying 
it aloft in his hands he rose 
into the air, dropped it around 
the shrinking giant and began 
to tighten it. 

Smaller and smaller grew 
Luckman Fisher. Tighter and 
tighter Superman pulled the 
loop. And when at last the 
mighty roars had changed to 
the frenzied shrieks of a normal 
sized man, Superman picked 
up his old enemy with one 
hand. 

“You were quite a big pro- 
blem for a while,” he chuckled. 
“But you should have re- 
membered, ‘The bigger they 
come, the harder they fall!” 
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Tne WEATHER 
FORECASTS 


HELLO-€€! YES, 1's Your OLD 
FRIENDLM WEATHERMAN WITH 
TOPAU'S FORECAST, FOLKSS 





So! Youre LEAVING TM LEAVING TOWN 
HOTTEST DAY OF a a 
We ene oct) wernee ane | | BOSC CAA) Comate posit 








00! CONGRATIERS,oiP 

FRIENDS AND WHAT IS 

The NAME OF THE GREAT 

PLAM IN WHICH MOU WiLL 
Be STARZ 


HELLO- HELLO» xt LAST (A OR 
WHITHER AWAY Te | wet 
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“TIME To TUNE IN 
THE TELLY AND SEE 
MY OLD FRIENDS 
FIRST FORECAST! 


NoW THEN, MR DAN - YOu'RE 
SuRE Y 


XO YES, YES! I 
KNOW WEATHER 
OR Not 
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So tt OUT AND 

ABOUT IN OUR 
SUMMERY SUITS. 
AND SWIMMM THINGS? 


THIS DEEP DEPRESSION 
OVER ICELAND AND 
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You WERE NEVER 
RIGUTZ 
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MABE, 


















TARZAN KNEW MANY OF THE 
JUNGLE ANIMALS, BUT THE GREAT 
APES WERE HIS SPECIAL FRIENDS ... 





LAUGHING, TARZAN, 
TOOK HIS BOW 

FROM THE HUGE 
GORILLA... 








| MUST GO Q 
NOW, BUT! WILL 












LEAVING THE APES, TARZAN 
SWUNG THROUGH THE TREE- 
TOPS WITH BREATH- TAKING 
AGILITY, BUT SUDDENLY... 


AAGH! THE 
CREEPER HAS 


BRUNGA! 
THAT IS NOT 
FOR EATING J 


ALTHOUGH THE SPRINGY JUNGLE GRASS SOFTENED 

HIS FALL, TARZAN WAS KNOCKED OUT WHEN HE HIT 

THE GROUND. BUT TEN MINUTES LATER HE WAS 

BROUGHT BACK T0 CONSCIOUSNESS BY A STABBING 
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PAIN. ; 
ee 


WE FOUND You 


SNAPPED ! LYING HERE, DOG! 


WE HAVE TIED YOUR HANDS 
AND FEET! YOU CANNOT ESCAPE! 








THE CRUEL- FACED NATIVES BELONGED) 
TO THE SAVAGE SAWAKI TRIBE. THEIR 
ap Leddy WAS TARZAN'S 

ESTIEN EMMY. 3: MORFIU WILL 


\\C REJOICE WHEN HE LEARNS THAT WE 
RQ HAVE CAPTURED THE MI TY 




















TARZAN WAS p 
THROWN ROUGHLY || 
INTO A PIT... 


VERY SOON YOU WILL 
HAVE ALL THE ACTION YOU 
WANT, MY FRIEND 
YOUR HANDS AN 

WILL REMAIN BOUND! 


RELEASE 
MY_LITTLE 


$O YOU ARE MY 
PRISONER, AT LAST, 
TARZAN! YOUR DEATH 
WILL GIVE ME MUCH 
AMUSEMENT! 








TARZAN WATCHED 
TENSELY AS A SNARLING \ | 
LEOPARD WAS LET INTO 
HIS 'PRISON' « 










ENED BY HUNGER, 
THE BIG BRUTE SPRANG— 





ZARKA HAS NOT : 
EATEN FOR MANY DAYS! VB 
YOU WILL MAKE A 

TASTY MEAL FOR HIM! 



















» = BUT TARTZAN'S LEGS 
*— MOVED EVEN FASTER ..- 





THEN, BEFORE ZARKA COULD ATTACK AGAIN, 
THE INCREDIBLE TARZAN STRAINED AT HIS 
BONDS WITH ALL HIS MASSIVE STRENGTH... nm 


 « 





ae 
“SUP THE PRISONER WW 
y—{ HAS BROKEN FREE! 
NEVER HAVE | SEEN 
SUCH MIGHT! 
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NIMBLY, TARZAN AVOIDED THE LEOPARD'S NEXT RUSH 
AND, TURNING QUICKLY, 


GRASPED THE ANIMAL'S. 
NECK IN A GRIPOF STEEL... 
WY pee 
. @ 





ZARKA IS HELPLESS! 





THE LEOPARD'S STRUGGLES GREW WEAKER, BUT | 
i iia S\ SUDDENLY TARZAN FELT AN 
, pr AGONISING, BURNING PAIN..} 

















AS THE JUNGLE 
HERO WAS FORCED 


THE LEOPARD 
SCAMPERED FEAR- 
FULLY AWAY... 
FRO 
Re 


Deg 
Y a7 













is 
KY 


TO RELAX HIS HOLD, f\ 




















{ 





THE LEOPARD 
REFUSES TO FIGHT! 
IT IS AFRAID OF 


DEFEATED 
ZARKA! 








NEAR EXHAUSTED ENEMY DRAGGED R&S 


WHITE WITH FURY, MORFIU HAD HIS PBS 
TARZAN WILL BREAK 1,S NECK! _FROM THE CAGE... 






YOUR DEATH ! EVEN YOUR GREAT 
STRENGTH WILL NOT HELP YOU 
ESCAPE THE FATE | HAVE 
PLANNED FOR YOU NOW / 













TAAEAt, ne skgrewoeo ove 4 
pHERCELY WHEN | GIVE 


% THE ORDER THE ROPE 

" J WILL BE CUT AND YOU 
WILL PERISH IN THE 
FLAMES! 
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TARZAN'S CALL RANG THROUGH 
THE SURROUNDING JUNGLE 








AND HIS PLEA FOR HELP 
q WAS QUICKLY ANSWERED.. 


SUMMONED HIS ANIMAL 
FRIENDS WITH HIS MAGIC. 
FLEE FOR YOUR LIVES { 




















EYES WIDE WITH FEAR, MORFIU DASHED 
FOR THE JUNGLE UNDERGROWTH. BUT FOR 
THE CRUEL CHIEF THERE WAS NO ESCAPE 







ZARKA! 
AAAGH/ pe 


YSAWAKIS, YOUR 


LIVES WILLBE SPARED! \) 
GO NOW IN PEACE, FOR IF 
EVER AGAIN YOU FOLLOW 
THE PATH OF EVIL, YOU SHALL 

KNOW THE VENGEANCE OF 

TARZAN AND THE APES! 


MEANWHILE BRUNGA, THE GORILLA, HAD THE APES SWEPT THROUGH THE 
HAULED TARZAN TO THE SAFETY OF THE TREE SAWAKI VILLAGE IN A TIDE OF FURY, 
BRANCH AND HE HAD CUT HIS BONDS ONA FREEING ZARKA THE LEOPARD... 

SHARP TWIG. THEN, WHEN THE SURVIVING 
FROM DEATH ..« SAWAKI WARRIORS HAD BEEN ROUNDED UP.. 






















UUNGLE HIKERS 
TAKE A TIP FROM 
THE ELEPHANT 
WHEN WATER IS 


ABOUT FOUR FEET 
FROM THE WATER'S 


71S FULL OF 
ORINKABLE 
WATER. 
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